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The Tragedie ofIf in% Lear. 


rough tacter’d cloathcs great Vices do'appeare: Robes, 
and Futr’d gownes hide all. Place finnes with Gold, and 
the ftrong Lance ©f lufticc.hurtleflebrcakes: Arme it in 
ragges, a Pigmies draw do's pierce it< None do’s ofFend, 
none, I fay none, lie able ’em; take that ofme my Friend, 
who haue the power to feale th’aceufcrs lips. Get thee 
glaffe-eyes, and like a feuruy Politician, feemc to fee the 
things thou doft not. Now, no w, now, now. PuJl off my 
Bootes: harder, harder, fo. 

Edg■ O matter, and iropcrtinency mixt, 

Reafon in Madneffc. 

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eyes, 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloufter: 

Thou mull be patient ; we came crying hither: 

Thou know’tt, the firft time that wefuiell the Ayre 
We wawle,and crv. I will preach to thee: Marke. 

Cion. Alacke,alackethe day. 

Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great flage ofFooles. This a good blocke: 

It were a dciicatc ftratagem to flaco 
A Troope of Horfe with Felt: He put’t in proofe. 

And when I haue ffolne vpon thcfc Son in Lawes 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Cent. Ohhcerehcisrlayhand vpon him,Sir, 

Your moft deere Daughter — 

Lear. No refeue? What, a Prifoner? J am cuen 
The Naturall Foole of Fortune. Vfe me well. 

You (hall haue ranfome. Let me haue Surgeons, 

I am cut to’th’Braines. 

Cent. You (hall haue any thing. 

Lear. No Seconds ? All my felfc? 

Why, this would make a man, a man ofSalt 
To vfc his eyes for Garden water-pots.I wil die brauely, 
Like a fmugge Bridegroome. What ? I will be Iouiall! 
Come,come, T am a King,Mailers, know you that ? 

gent. YouareaRoyallonejand we obey you, 

Lear. Then there’s life in’e. Come,and you gee it, 
You (hall get itby running: Sa, fa,fa,fa. £ x j tm 

Cent. A fight moil pittifull in the meaneft wretch 
PaftfpeakingofinaKing. Thou half a Daughter * 
Who redeemes Nature from the generall curfe 
Which twaine haue brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle Sir. 

Cent. Sir,fpeed you: what’s your will ? 

Edg. Do you hcare ought (Sir)ofa Battcll toward. 

Cent. Moll fure, and vulgar: 

Euery oneheares that, which can diftinguifh found. 

Edg. But byyourfauour: 

How ncere’s the other Army ? 

Gent. Neeie,andonfpeedyfoot?themainedcfcry 
Stands on the hourely thought. 

Edg. I thanke you Sir, that’s all, 

Gent. Though that the Queen on fpecial caufe is here 
Her Army is moil’d on. Exit. 

Edg. I thanke you Sir. 

Glou. You euer gentle Gods, take my breath from me. 
Let not rr.y worfer Spirit tempt me againe 
To dye before you pleafe. 

Edg. Well pray you Father. 

Clou. Now good fir,what arc you ? 

€dg. A mod poore man,made tame to Fortunes blows 
Who, by thcArtofknowne.and feeling forrowes. 

Am pregnant to good pitty. Giue me your hand. 

He leade you to fome biding. 

Glou. Heartie thankes: 
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The bountie, and the benizon of Hcauen 
To boot, and boot. 

Inter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim’d prize: moft happi e 
That eyeleffe head ofthine, was firft f ra ^ d fl 
To raife my fortunes. Thou old, viihaonv T • 
Breefely thy felfc remember: the Sword 
That muftdeftroy thee. * 0Ut 

Clou. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put ftrength enough too’r. 

Stew. Wherefore,bold Pezant, 

Dar’ft thou fupport a publifh’d Trakor ? Hen 
Lcaft that th’infe&ion of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arme. 

Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 

Without vurther ’cafion. 

Stew. LetgoSlaue,orthoudy’ft. 

Edg. Good Gentleman goc your gate andU 

volkcpalTe: and’chud ha’bin zwaggerd ourof! 1 
•mould no, ha'bin zo long .is, bf„ JSf 
come not ncere th’old man : keepe out die vorV • 
try whither your Coftard, ormyBaliow bediwj'* 
chill be plaine with you, r ^ et 

Steve. Out Dunghill. 

P ‘ Ck ' y ° UrZil: "Utter* 

Stew. Siaue thou haft flaine me: Villain,takemv niuf, 

Ifeuerthou wilt thriue, bury my bodie, ,V e 

And giue the Letters which thou find’ft about me 
To Edmund Earle of G lou fte r: feeke him out * 

Vpon the Englilh party. Oh vntimely death, death 
Edg. I know thee well. A fcruiceablcVillsine * 

As duteous to the vices of thy Miftris 
As badnefte would defire. 

Qlott. What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit you downe Father: reft you. 

Let’s lee thel'c Pockets; the Letters that he fpeakesof 
May be my Friends: hee’s dead; i am onely forry 
He had no other Deathfman. Let vs fee: 

Lcaue gentle waxe, and manners: blame vs not 
To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers is more lawful!. 

'Leads the Letter , 

L Et our reciprocall vowes beremembred . Totthatte muni 
opportunities to cut him off': if jour will want not,time an 
place will be fruitfully offer'd. There is nothing dene. If bt 
returne the Conqueror, then ami the Prifoner.and bis bed,m 
Gao/e, from t he loathed warmth whereof \ delmr me, and[up 
ply the place for your Labour. 

Tour (ti'>fe,fo I would ftp) affeilio 
nateSeruant. Gonenll. 
Oh indinguifh’d fpace of Womans will, 

A plot vpon her vertuous Husbands life, 

And the exchange my Brother: heere, in rhefands 
Thee He rake vp, the poftc vnfan&ified 
Ofmurtherous Lccchers: and in the mature time, 
With this vngracious paper ftrike the fight 
Of the deach-pra&is’d Duke: for him ’tis well,'. 

That of thy death, and bufineffe, I can tell* 

Glou. The King is mad: 

How ftiffe is my vildc fenle 

That I ftand vp, and haue ingenious feeling 

Of my huge Sorrowes ? Better I were diftraft, 

So fhould my thoughts be feuer’d from my greefes, 

Drum afaxre off. 

And woes, by wrong imaginations loofe 
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The knowledge of therofclues. 

Edg. Giue me your hand.- 
P e offmethmkes I heare the beaten Drumme. 
Come Father.lle beftow you wich a Friend. 


Excnnt . 


Sc ana Septima. 


Enter Cordelia Js.cntyindlGentlentan . 

Cor . O thou good Kent , 

^cw (hall I liue and workc 
To match thy gooduefle ? 

c Wiii be too fhorc, 

/^nd cucry mcafurofailc me. 

Kent. To be ackr.xowledg’d Madam is ore pai'd, 

^11 my reports go with tITc modefi truth, 
hj 0 rmorc t uot clipr,buc 

Cor. Be better fuited, 

Thefc weedes are memories of thofc worfer hourcs % 
j prythee put them off. 

Kent. Pardon dcae Madam, 

Yet to be knowne fliorccns my made intent. 

My boonc I make ic^tnac you know me not, 

Till time and ],thinke meet. 

Cor. Then be’e fo my good Lord : 

How do’s the King f 

Cent . Madam fleepes fldl. 

Cor. O you kind Gods! 

Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature. 

Th’vncun’d and iarring fcnfes,0 winde vp, 
Ofthischildc-changed Father. 

Gent. So pleafe your Maiefty, 

That we may wake the King, he hath flept long? 

Cora Be gouern’d by your knowledge,and proceede 
I’chfway of your owne will : is he array’d ? 

Enter Lear in a chaire carried by SerHants 

Gent . I Madam: in the heauinefle of fleepe. 

We put frcfii garments on him. 

Be by good Madam when wc do awake him, 

I doubt of his Tcmperancc. 

Cor. O my deere Father,reftauratian hang 
Thy medicine on my lippes,and]et this kiffe 
Repaire chofe violent harme$,th3t my two Sifters 
Haue in thy Reuereuce made. 

Kent. Kind and deere Princefle. 

Cor . Had you not bin their Father, thefc white fiokes 
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face 
To be oppos'd againft thc iarring windes? 

Mine Enemies dogge,though he had bit me. 

Should haue flood that night againft my fire, 

Andwas*c thou faine (poore Father) 

To houell thee with Swineand Rogues forlorne, 

In (hort,and mufty flraw? Alacke, alacke, 

Ti3 wonder that thy life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes,fpeake to him. 

Gen. Madam do you,’tis fittefl. 

Cor. How does my Royall Lord ? 

How fares your M alcfly ? 

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o’th’graue. 
Thou art a Soule nblilTe,but I am bound 


Vpon a whecle offire,that mine owne ceares 
Do fcaPd,like molten Lead* 

Cor . Sir,doyouknowme? 

Lear. You arc a fpirit I know,where did you dye ? 
Cor. Still,ftill,farre wide. 

Gen. He’s fcarfe awake. 

Let him alone a while. 

Lear.. Where haue I bin? 

Where ami? Fairc day light ? 

I am mightily abus'd; I fhould eu’n dye with pitty 
To lee another thus. I know not what to fay : 

I will not fweare thefe are my hands: let’s fee, 

I feele this pin pricke,would I were a (Turd 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O looke vpon me Sir, 

And hold your hand in benedi&ion o’re me. 

You (null not kncele. 

Lear. Pray do not mocke me: 

I am a very foolifh fond old man, 

Fourefcoie and vpward, 

Not an houre more,nor lefic: 

And to dcalepUinely, 

I fcare I am not in my perfect mind. 

Me thinkes I fhould know you,and know this 
Yet I am doubtfull: For l am mainely igfioranc 
What place this is and all the skill I haue 
Remembers not thefc garments: nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me, 
For(as 1 am a man)! thinkethis Lady 
To be my chi 16c (ordelta. 

Cor . And fo 1 am : I am. 

Lear . Be your tcares wet ? 

Yes faith: I pray weepe nor. 

If you haue poy fon for me,I will drinkeit: 

1 know you do not iouc me, for your Sifters 
Haue (as I do remcmber)done me wrong. 

You haue fome caufe,thcy hauenot. 

Cor > No caufe,no caufe. 

Lear . Am I in France? 

Kent. InyourownekingdomeSir. 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Gent. Be comforted good Madam,the great rage 
You fee is kill'd in him:dcfirc him to go in. 

Trouble him no more till further feeling. 

Cor. Wile pleafe your Highneflb walke? 

Lear. You mufl bearc with me : 
r Pray you now forget,and forgiue, 

I am old and foolifb. 


Exeunt 


Alius Quintus. Scena Erma. 


Enter, ytith’Drumme and Colours JEdmund^Regan^ 
Gentlemen y and Souldiers . 

Eafi. Know of the Duke if his laft purpofe hold. 

Or whether fince he is aduisM by ought 
T o change the courfejhe’s full of alteration. 

And felfereprouing,bring his conftant pleafure, 

Reg. Our Sifters man is certainely mifica rried. 

Baft. ’Tis to be doubted Madam. 

Reg. Now fweet Lord, 

f f You 
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